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CL 10s* Picture. 
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Axrhoxr HAMMOND, iſh, 


H gentle Haumonn, whilſt a Brother ſhines, 

Immortal in thy Friendſhip and thy Lines ; 
Place me a Neighbour to that Dear-lov'd Name 
Nature has pair'd us; let me ſhare his Fame: 


— 


My Chaplet muſt be of a ſofter kind, 

Let the ſweet Bays my longing Temples bind: 
If all the Graces in his Perſon ſhine, 

Oh! think the Muſes have befriended mine, 


The Lady fo j ly celebrated, for her poetical, Talents under 
Mr. . . Sf to dlajor Frwhe, 


I ask not Lawrels, thoſe are ne'er relign'd, | N 8 7 


this Name, is Mrs. 
And 
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And whillt their Luſtre's o'er my Olive ſpread, 

1 envy not the Shine of White or Red; 

Here let the Muſe perform the Painter's Art, 

And ſtrike the Picture of my Face and Heart. 

Pas is call'd the Image of the Mind, 

In mine my Soul and Body both are join'd ; 

Large is my Forehead made, not wond'rous Fair, 
But Room enough for all the Muſes there. 

Full are my Eyes, and of a harmleſs Blue, 

As if no Wound they made, no Dart they knew; 
My Eye - brows circling o'er, a ſhade beſtow, 
Veiling the Dulneſs of the Eye below : 

Nature ſo niggard to the upper Part, 

Fell tomy Lips, and gave a daſh of Art. 

Oft have I heard her faithful Lover ſwear, 

That Poetry and Love were ſhining there; 

Even and white my Teeth but rarely ſhown, 

In Life I've little Cauſe for Smiling known ; 

The loſs of Friends fell on my tender Years,* 
Daſh'd ev'ry Hope, and turn'd my Smiles to Tears; 
A gloomy Sweetneſs on my Features hung, 

| Sorrows my Pen, and trembles on my Tongue; 
Slow is its Speech, and with no Muſic fraught 
- Wronging the Richneſs of my Soul's beſt Thought. 


But whither is the mournful Pencil ſtray'd, | 
My Hair dark-brown wants not Bucelia's Aid, * 
Flows in the Wind, nor of the Comb afraid. ) 
Beneath my Waiſt in natural Rings deſcends, N 
Or pliant to the artful Finger bends, | F 
When i it betides that Dreſs, and I are Friends. 


Her Father was baſely muryered by his Setvant. 
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Eaſy my Neck, but of no darling White, 

Veil'd by the Lawn from the enquiring Sight; 
My Shoulders full, as Nature's ſelf informs, 

Small are my Fingers, nor too plump my Arms. 
To the nice Eye no tranſport they afford, 

But to the Ear, preſſing the ſpeaking Chord; 
Then my Cares murmur with a lower Breath, 
Drop from my Eyes, and weep themſelves to Death, 
Again they preſs to wrong this artleſs Draught, 
Brib'd by my Fate to ruin every Thought; 

My Feet with no ungraceful Motion tread, 
Tho? 1/aac's Steps are from my Mem'ry Fled ; 

To decent Height my Stature is inclin'd, 

Worthy the Muſes, and a generous Mind. 


To thy kind Eyes Clio ſubmits her Form, 
Thy Verſe can give it ev'ry abſent Charm: | 
Thou in whom Art, and Love, and Nature ſhines, 
Immortalize my Picture in thy Lines. 


C110. 
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To Cleon's EYES ff = 
" Slow 
HE Love You dare but Look, I find, = AV 
The Eyes ſpeak beſt the Lover's Mind ; The 
The God of Love reveals the News, 


Whoſe Dart has ſtampt the Billet-doux ; 
No Paper could ſuch ſweetneſs boaſt, 
For half the Spirit would be loſt 

E'er I could read that duller way, 

What in a Moment theſe convey. 

Oh ! let thy Eyes with Truth be fraught, 
Mine ſhall repay each modeſt Thought. 
Thus Souls employ their Hours Above, 
Exchanging Looks of deathleſs Love; 
In Looking, wond'rous Magic lies, 

Oh! there is Poetry in Eyes; 

Methinks I ſee a Waller ſhine, 

In ev'ry ſparkling Beam of Thine ; 

Or when in nobler Language dreſt, 

| With Milton's Spirit they are bleſt: 

| | Thus Adam tenderly ſurvey'd, 

1 With guiltleſs Looks the bluſhing Maid; 


Whe 
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Who met his Eyes unskill'd in Art, 

They were no Prudes but ſpoke her Heart; 

I want not Thanks, confine your Tongue, 
Leſt Words ſhould do thy Paſſion wrong. - 
Sure Speaking, only was deſign'd, 

For the dull Wretches of my kind; 

For Scandal, or for rude Diſputes, 

But tender Lovers ſhould be Mutes: 

Grief is by Silence well expreſt, 

And Silence ſpeaks the Lover beſt; 

Or if kind Souls muſt Sound at all, 

Slow be the Words and gently fall; 

As Winds that whiſper, and with Tremblings move, 
The new born Bloſſoms of the Infant Grove. 


C110. 
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A here Clio's Lirx, and DEATH infolded lies. Na 


HE ſhining Murderers who ſtab my Breaſt, 
Like Cleopatra's Aſps in Sweetneſs dreſt ; 
Fearleſs I claſpt theſe Letters in my Arms, 
And in my Dreams repeated all their Charms. 
My eager Lips, preſſing each tender Line, 
By that fond Art methoughts they ſtole to thine ; 
I Pray'd, I Wept, I Lov'd, and was undone, 
My Sleep, my Mirth, my Heart, my Life was gone ; 
Or that I breath'd, it ſcarcely was perceiv'd, 
But when deep Groans reveal'd I ſadly liv'd ; 
My Faithful Dog the ſoft complaining hears, 
. Mourns at my Feet, and wonders at my Tears; 
Far more unſocial is thy hard'ned Mind, 
Nor Verſe tho' wrote in Tears can make it kind; 
On ſome bleak Mountain from thy Eyes remov'd, i 
I could have liy'd, had I but heard, you Loy'd; 1 . 
For Thee, the World I chearfully deſpis'd, | d 
Only by Tenderneſs, and Thee advis'd, 
Content 
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Content with Innocence without the Fame, | 
Oh! can the tender Folly nothing claim. 

Thy Converſe to all Charmers I reſign'd, 1 
And only ask d the Empire of Thy Mind ; \ 2a 
That was too much the Niggazd C/eon ſays, 

For all thy weeping Nights, and abſent Days ; 

You call upon his much loy'd Name in vain, 

It will not raiſe your Dying Head again, 

Ah, what does it avail, that others Praiſe, 

Thy bounding Fingers, and thy tender Lays; 

If he is careleſs whom they wiſh to move, 

Praiſe will not chear the Heart that breaks with Love. 


KLE 


is EyisTLEs and Pots, 
EONUAGIMOT RACERS 
ETIST LIE. N. 


To theſe ſoft Lines what Name ſhall I impart, 
But the laſt Meſſage of a breaking Heart. 


"OW ſhall I Paint the Pangs with which I part, 
How long the way is to a cheerleſs Heart ; 
With Sighs replete, with Tenderneſs oppreſt, 
Scarce has it Life to beat within my Breaſt; | 
Faint are its trembling Wings like dying Birds, 
Sorrow and Love have broke its tender Cords ; 
No parting Tear did from thy Eyelids preſs, 
When I was finking down with Tenderneſs; 
No Sigh accompany'd thy laſt Embrace, 
Tho' Death and Love, were painted on my Face; 
Diſſembling then had ſure a Virtue. prov'd, 
And fav'd a Life, you once ſo dearly lov'd; | 
If you repent, Oh! haſten to my Aid, 
If I miſtook, ah! Fond Indulgent Maid; 
Perchance ſome real Pity may ariſe, 
(Sweet Thought,) when you behold my dying Eyes, 
While their ſad Looks in ſtrong Convulſions move, 
And pleading as they burſt the Cauſe of Love ; 
But 
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But thou art tedious, Death's not us'd to wait, 


Quick is his Mark, and thou wilt come too late, 


How chang'd my Fortune, ſince each happy Hour, 
Was witneſs to thy Paſſion and my Power 
Since every Moment from thy Fondneſs brought, 
Some ſoft Account, ſome new endearing Thought ; 
Whene'er we parted, mutual Grief appear'd, 

Claſpt to my Boſom I thy Groans have heard ; 

The melting Words, my thoughtful Heart regal'd, 
Shorten'd the Stream, and chear'd me as we ſail'd; 
And gentle Love ſo happily contriv'd, 

That unawares I to the Shores arriv'd; 

Now when half Dead and Cold, I trembling Land, 
No Lover's Breaſt I find, no ready Hand, a 
At leaſt, not thine ; what are the reſt to me, 

The Savage Herd of Men who die for Thee; 
Inſenſible of Friendſhip or of Praiſe, 

My Head I ſcarcely from my Boſom raife; 

No friendly Ear I with my Sorrows truſt, 

My Love it falls nn Oh! can a Friend be juſt; 

I hope it not for ev'ry Hope is gone, 

But when thou read'ſt how much I am undone; 
Haſte to the Earth, where Clio Dying lies, 

And with a Kiſs ſeal down her fading Eyes. 


CL1o, 
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Toa FRIEND onthe Maſquerades. 


1SGUISE is what I little underſtand, 

And fear the Theme will ſuffer by my Hand; 
Nor can I Paint with Pleaſure or with Wit, | 
Amuſements I've ſo lightly taſted yet; 

All dull and Eng/i/b I ſhall now appear, 

And loſe my Int'reſt with your Foreign Ear : 
You will repent your Gallantry laſt Night, 
And ſee your 2uaker in another Light. | 
I know you'll Chide my Out-of-Faſhion Muſe, 
Which feels no Paſſion for this Rendezvous; 
I wiſh to ſpare this Pleaſure for your ſake, 
But tis too great a Compliment to make ; "8 
Beneath a Mask and cover'd with a Veil, 

Een Virtue liſtens to the Serpent's Tale. 

Jam for hopeleſs Innocence afraid, 

Oh! how unguarded, and how ſoon betray'd ; 
Hoping to leave the Tenderneſs behind, 

But artful Sighings overtake the Mind ; 

The fatal Billet in the Morning Flies, 

Beneath whoſe Softneſs Death and Ruin lies, 
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On the unknown, her waking Thoughts are fixt, 
And even Dreams with kindling Love are mixt: 
Her fancy with remaining Sounds betray'd, 
Returns Enchanted to the Maſquerade; 

Again ſhe hears the artful Pre/ate plead, 
Another tender Hour in Thought agreed: 

The careleſs Husband with indiff rence bleſt, + 
Marks not the Triumphs of his midnight Gueſt ; - 
Theſe are the Ills which thy Amuſement wait, 

Say, are they not too certain and too great ? 

Tf for Diverſion they were only meant, 

Who would not Frolic be == and Innocent? 
The Wiſe might therefore with more ſafety go, p 
Who all the Cunning of the 'Triflers know ; 

Thro? every Form the Cloven Foot is ſeen, 

Or dreſt like Presbyter, or Harlequin. 

If Cle is acquainted with your Breaſt, 

In Love it is unfaithful as the reſt, 

But this Plain-dealing's for your private Ear ; 

I have no Domine to ſhade me Here, 


rise 
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DD Dee 
EPIST-LE VI. 


To Mr. Duncan Campbell, 


A Gentleman who, tho* born Deaf and Dumb, 
writes down any Stranger's Name at firſt Sight, 
with their future Contingencies of Fortune. 


Court no Muſe amidſt the tuneful Throng, 
Thy Genij, CamPBELL, ſhall inſpire my Song; 
The gentle Summons every Thought obeys, 
Wakens my Soul, and tunes it all to Lays. 
Among the Thouſand Wonders, thou haſt ſhown 
I, in a Moment, am a Poet grown; 
The rifing Images each other meet, 
Fall into Verſe, and Dance away with Feet ; 
Now with thy Cupid and thy Lamb I rove *, 


Thro' ev'ry Bloomy-Mead, and fragrant Grove. 
A 


Fee, Mr. Campbell's LIFE, p. 71. A new Edition of which 
is lately publiſhed, with Sir Richard Steele's Recommendation, un- 
der the following Title, vx. The SUP: a NATURAL PHILOSOPHER, 
or the Myſteries of Magic, in all its Branches, clearly unfo'ded. 
Containing, 1. An Argument proving the Perception wh ch Man- 
kind have, by all the Senſes, of Dzmons, Genij, or Familiar Spi- 
rits, and of the ſeveral Species of them, both Good and Bad. 2, A 
Philoſophical Diſcourſe concerning the Second Sight, demonſtratin 
it to be Hereditary to ſome Families. 3. A full Anſwer to 
Odjections that can be brought againſt the Exiſtence of Spirits, 
Witches, &c. 4. Of Divination by Dreams, Spectres, Omens, Ap- 
paritions after Death, Prediftions, &c. 5. Of Inchantment, Ne- 
eromancy» Geomancy, Hydromancy, Aromancy, Pyromancy, Chi- 
| romancy 
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þ A thouſand Things, I can, my ſelf, Divine, 


Thy little Genij whiſper 'em to Mine; 


Beyond the Grave I ſee thy deathleſs Fame, 

The Fair and Young all Singing CamryeLi's Name; 
And Love himſelf, — for Love and Thos art Friends, 
He joins the Chorus, and his Dart defends. 

What noify-Ta/ker can thy Magic Boaſt ? 

Let thoſe dull Wretches try who ſcorn Thee moſt. 
O ſacred Silence / let me ever dwell, 

With the ſweet Mu/es in thy lonely Cell; 

Or elſe bind up, in thy Eternal Chain, 


Scandal and Noiſe, and all that Ta/k in vain. 


CL1o, 


7 romaney, Augury, and Aruſpicy. Collected and compiled from 


the moſt approved Authorities, By W. Born, of Bury St, Z- 
mon 4, Fa ol. 0 

I mnſt confeſs, I think this remartable Treatiſe, is a Work of in- 
menſe Erndition, full of carions Diſquiſitions into ſpeculative Phileſo» 
phy: comprebending a large Fund of Philoſophical Learning, and fur- 
niſhed with ſome Remarts that have eſcaped the Pens of former As- 
thors, who have wrote in any Faculty what . 
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EFiS 14 EVIL 


to CLI 0. 
Occaſioned by the foregoing Verſes. 


WEE T Nightingale ! whoſe artful Numbers ſhow, 
Expreſſive Eloquence to Silent Woe, 
Sing on, and in thy Sex's Power preſume, 
By Praiſing CamPBELL, to ſtrike Nations Dumb. 


Whene'er you Sing, ſilent, as he, they'll ſtand, 
Speak by their Eyes, grow Eloquent by Hand: 
Tongues are Confuſion, but as learnt by You, 

All but Pythagoras's Doctrine's true; 

CAMPBELL and He taught Silence — had H heard, 
How much thy Lays to Silence were preferr'd, 

He had recanted from Thy powerful Song, 

And juſtly wiſh'd each Organ had a Tongue. 


But could He Sce, what Vou, in ev'ry Line, 
Prophetic tell of CaurBeLL's Sigbt- Divine; 
Like Cr&ſus Son's bis Jooſened Nerves muſt break, 
And aik the Cauſe — or make his CAMPBELL Speak. 


STREPHON, 
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BUcRkINGHAM- HousE- 
By STREPHON®, 


F that fam'd Britiſb Structure fain I'd write, 

In which the HousnoLp- Gops take prime 

Delight . 

Ye Muſes all, pray, all Inſpire my Tongue, 
Leſt They and Shefie/d diſapprove the Song. 
Firſt, how 'tis ſweetly Situated, tell; * 
Then how the Building does in Charms excel, 7 
Fit for the Gods and Prince that in it dwell. 


Plac'd like the Eye of its Great Maſter's Mind, 
Which penetrates the Ways of all Mankind 
Its Proſpects yield a Scene of ev'ry Sort, 
The Modes of Town and Country, Camp and Court. 


Between the Fabric, Royal Bounty made, 
For Soldiers grown decrepid by their Trade; 


WILLIAM Bop, Eſq, of Bury St, Edmmd in Sasel. 
+ S1G 8173 LATANTUR LARES. 
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By Uſe made Uſeleſs; who, diſmember'd, ceaſe 

To go to War, and walk on Stilts in Peace: 

Between this Fabric, and the Bright Parade, l 
Where Fops bear Sun, to ſet off their Brocade; 
Where ſtrut along the Military Beaus, 

Dreadful in Plume, arm'd with Embroider'd Clothes, 
To whom, as Guards, wiſe Ladies pay Reſpect, 
While thoſe maim'd Slaves, as uſeleſs, they neglect; 
Which ſhews how Merit's valu'd as it ſhou'd, 

And how this Age diſcerns the Bad from Good : 
Between theſe Camps the Lofty Palace ſtands, 

But Proſpects far more diff rent ſtill commands. 


On Cbelſea:ſide a Length of Verdant Plains 
To various Uſe is turn'd by various Swains: 
Here, Gardiners very'd in the Quintinyan Art,“ 
To Nature's wild Indulgence, Rules impart; 
Fine Flowers of diſtant Climes aſunder bred, 
Marry'd by them, adorn one Beauteous Bed. 
Here, unlike Men, in perſect Harmony, 

Roſes of Tir with Lancaſter's agree; 

Thoſe angry Pale, theſe bluſhing Red do lie, 

To ſhew they hate our Animoſity. 

To Britiſb Elms theſe Prieſts of Tellus join 

The Wedded Branches of th' /talian Vine; 
Emblem of Luckleſs Wedlock 1 Our harſh Clime, 
Tho! ſo ſupported, nips it in its Prime: 

FAMES wasan E LM —Ah, luckleſs Royal Stem! 
MARY a VINE.— Unhappy Royal Dame; 
We'll not with Tears theſe Tracks too far purſue, 
And blight the Fruits with Nature's ſaddeſt Dew. 


* 
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Turn to thoſe Proſpects, Muſe, where Towns are 
ſeen, 
And loſe in Crouds the melancholy Scene: 
Here, Haughty London's Lofty Turrets riſe, 
There Veſtninſter's with Pride ſalute my Eyes; 
That's rich with Cringing grown, and This with Awe 3 
That does by Cheats, what This undoes by Law; 
For Law and Trade, like Stateſmen and the Court, 
Are each the other's Downfal and Support : 
There at Gui/d- Hall the Lorded Mayors appear, 
Proud of gilt Pageants waving in the Air : 
But here at Wefmin/ter's more powerful Hall, 
Their Twelve-Months Honours in one Moment fall ; 
Cheats are laid open, and the cheated Heir 
Regains his Fortune from the ruin'd Mayor. 
Thus Pers to an Eſtate in London run, 
But will in Veſtminſter be ſoon undone ; 
Fine like P—7s Pageants Gallit Standards were, 
But Captives in this Hall mere Rags appear: 5 
O dreadful Conſequence of Law and War! 
Let me again to Country Scenes repair, 
And breathe in innocent unperjur'd Air: 
Ceres looks cheer'd at their leſs guilty Gain, 
Who ſell for honeſt Gold her Golden Grain; 
See by yon lab'ring Hinds what Loads of Corn, 
Plenty's and Sees Arms! in Sheaves are borne 
To thoſe proud Towns, that boaſt they live ſo high, 
Yet, wanting theſe, muſt ſplendid Beggars die. 


There jolly Shepherds tend their Woolly Care 
And ſinging Time away, divert that Air; 


my 


Where 
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Where Angel- Shepherds dwell, that ſinging keep 
From Dangers Men as harmleſs as their Sheep. 


Sweet Country! When ſhall I be one of theſe? 
When ſhall I fing beneath thy Branching Trees ; 
When ſhall I ſee the Day ſo happy made, 

To lie protected in their mighty Shade ? 


Then, Britiſb Swains, I'd VIxon's Genius crave, 
Since we ſo near, a Britiſh PoLL1o have; 
Who was our Shepherd in a nobler kind, 
And, by his prudent Counſels, ſerv'd Mankind. 


Then would I teach, in moſt inſtructive Lines, 
The Court which in a diff rent Proſpect ſhines; 
That they ſhould, like us honeſt Shepherds be, 
And, PoLLio, draw the Golden Rule from Thee: 
Then would As TRAA, who to Heaven is flown, 
Wing down to Animate her figur'd Stone ; 

And ſtanding pleas'd upon thy awful Houſe, 

(She, loth to ſcourge, Rewards with Joy beſtows) 
Would lay a while her brandifh'd Falchion down, 

And having weigh'd her Scales, the Righteous crown : 
But Courts are Palaces leſs Happy far, 

Whoſe Kings their Subjects Faults too often bear. 

See yonder Abbey, where dead Monarchs lie, 

To ſhew proud Crowns that Duſt's their near Ally: 
Fatal Whitehall is on the Fun'ral Road. 

Whitehall had fronted, if Whitehall had ſtood, 


Purg'd firſt by Flames, and ſeem'd as if it meant, 
To tall Great C HA RLE 8's ſacred Monument, 


Thy Palace, Sheffield; but to Earth it went, 4 
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ZThat Remnant where he ſuffer'd, ſtands to tell 
he Reaſon why the reſt to Ruins fell; m 
It fell by Flames, Flames raging fierce like thoſe, 
which from Implacable Sedition roſe: 
In vain the Thames its watry Aid ſupply'd, 
Flames redden fiercer, like the Blood that dy'd 
(Crying for Vengeance) its devoted Walls, 

Till down the Venerable Structure falls: 

Three Kingdoms Emblem, Three, unleſs they mend, 
May dread from Heaven ſuch a flaming End. 
Weep, Britons, weep, till Penitential Streams 
Swell to a Torrent, like another Thames ; 

Try if thoſe Tears can waſh away the Guilt 

Of ſuch a MART Y R's Blood, ſo vilely ſpilt. 
And Oh! ye Britiþ Monarchs, learn from hence 
To Non Reſiſting Men moi Power diſpenſe. 

Oſt when Great CHARLES in mighty Triumph 

went, 

With Love to ſee, a loving Parliament; 

Juſt at Whitehall their Shouts the Rabble ſpread, 
Yet there they /pouted when he loſt his Head; 
While Parliaments ſhew'd Love to that degree, 
They crown'd him with a Martyr's Deſtiny: 
Vet ſtill in proſp'rous Times we nothing fear, 
Tho' Height to Precipice is always near. 


Sweet Viſtoes fronting Sheffie/d's ſtately Pile, 

With thoughtleſs Courtiers walk, and Woe beguile. 
Beneath theſe Rows of Limes, whoſe friendly Shade 
By Canopies of weaving Leaves is made, 


Now, Muſe, in Pachs that run for half a Mile, 2 


When 
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When flaming Beaus and Belles, that blaze at Court, 
Both much to ſee, more to be ſeen, reſort; 

They a great Proſpect to the Palace ſeem, 

But that a greater Proſpect yields to them; 

Tells thoſe diſdainful envious Looker 5-07, 

They give but Trouble to themſelves alone; 

Learns them that Uſe, with Ornament, ſhould Join, 
And bids them be at once both plain and fine; 

It like its Lord a great Example ſtands, 

And Imitation from the Wiſe Commands; 

To decent Greatneſs does Spectators move, 

But bids them always place the Gods above. 

Oh ! could I copy in Harmonious Lays, 

Great Monument! thy Pattern how to raiſe, 8 
To Thee, to She:fie/d, Monuments of Praiſe ; 

As thou'rt like Cooper's Hill, an cqual Theme, 
So would I rival Denham. in his Fame, 

And Sheffield ſhould approve the gen'rous Flame. 
Times, endleſs, that fine Structure ſhould eſteem, 
Knowing how much its Form reſembled him; 
High like his Birth, and like his Judgment ſtrong, 
Sweet in Proportion, like his Syren Song; 

His Song, where ev'ry Grace is ſure to be; 

His Song, the Life and Soul of Harmony. 


Fir'd with the Thought of Shefie/d's heavenly Muſe, 
My own grows bold, and loftier Tracks purſues ; 
Will paſs the Portal, and when enter'd in, 
Paint to Mens wond'ring Eyes each inward Scene; 
fProſpects beyond theſe outward ſhe'll expoſe, 


And the World's BEAUTIES in one Houſe diſcloſe, 


® SPECTATOR FASTIDIOSUS 8181 MOLESTUS, 
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As in clear Nights the glitt'ring Stars ſurprize, 
And more the Sun by Day delights our Eyes, 
Yet both are outward Beauties of the Skies; 
In Inſide Heaven lies a nobler Scene, 
By mortal Eyes ne'er heard, by mortal Eyes ne'er ſeen ; 
So does it with this noble Structure fare, 
Where tho' external Charms excelling are, 5 
Vet with its Inſide can they not compare. 
The Country, Camp, Town, Court “, without are ſeen* 
The Country, Camp, Town, Court, are all within. 


Gardens and Grottos, Green-Houſes and Woods, 
With Lab'rinths, verdant Meads and Silver Floods, 
All round in regular Confuſion lie, 

And maze the rioting Spectator's Eye. 

While this Great Man his rural Heayen enjoys, 

Free from an envious World's invading Noiſe; 
Virtues, like Guards encamp'd, ſurround the Prince, 
Who lives ſecure, intrench'd with Innocence: 
Againſt all Ill, his Conſcience keeps the Field, 

His Prudence makes unruly Paſſions yield; 

Juſtice and Fortitude bear equal Sway, 

And Temperance like & C PIO, rules the Day. 


* 
4 


His ſtately Palace rang'd, with Art abound, 
And juſt reſemble ſome well-order'd Town. 


Such is his Camp: There uſeful Houſes round 5 


Now let us, Muſe, now let us upwards move; 
The Court, the Gods, and Shefield are above. 


Rus IN URBE. 


% 
\% 
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Each Step thou mount'ſt, my Muſe, is a Degree, 
That Elevates thee more in Poetry: 

Here, good Æ VE As tells the Trojan Tale, 

Which did on DID O's pitying Heart prevail; 
There, to her Siſter ANNA ſhe reveals 

The ſecret Wounds a Queen and Lover feels: 

- Here, on the bending Oaks a Tempeſt falls, 

And Lightnings flafh along the painted Walls, 

' Theſe D 1 po flies ; yet Lightnings warm her Breaſt, 
When of her Lover in yon Cave poſſeſt: 

Here, in his Ships th' inconſtant Hero flies, 

There, on a blazing Pile the Conſtant Empreſs dies. 
Here, here, all VIix oi at one View delights 

The wondring Eye ; Loves, Sieges, Conqueſts, Fight, 
"Tis his beſt Monument inſerib'd with all he writes. 
The Gods look pleas'd, and from their Heay'n recline, 
To read each written in each painted Line. 


Who moſt is like this Poet next we'll name, 
And that's the Prince himſelf, tis Bucting bam. 
In the firſt ſpacious Chamber, lo! I ſee 
A Token of his matchleſs Harmony : 
There, by fam'd Xneller's Art Great A MMA ſhines, ,: 
But Sheffield her more Noble Form deſigns, 1 
And draws Her Liad in but twice Two Lines 8. a 


* Allading to the Verſes written by his Grace her Majeſty's 
Picture, which ſhe * Him. 7 mY 1 
Miſtaken Zeal was the firſt Mary's Share, 
" Elizabeth was Form'd for Regal Care; 
In ANNE alone theſe happy Nations find 


Prudence and Picty together Join'd, 
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Muſe, from this Pleaſure to new Pleaſures roam, 
And view the Glories of yon painted Room. 


Here, every Artiſt Draughts of Nature ſhows, 
From Thornhil/'s Time to Michael Angelo's; 
See with our Ladies, Antient Beauties ſtand, 
Thoſe, drawn by Kneller's, theſe, by Raphae/'s Hand: 
Their Themes too various for a ſingle Muſe, 
Let thoſe Bards praiſe, who firſt thoſe Themes did chuſe: 
Fandyke's fine Draughts to Cotoley do belong, 
And Kneller's Praiſes live in Granvi/le's Song t 
When Pope his tuneful Lyre to Raphael brings, 
Then ſtill while Raphael paints, a Vida ſings ; ® 
Were by Soft Waller, Manly Denham ſeen, 
The Pow'rs of Paint in every Living Scene; 
Waller and Denham then no more would give 
Advice to Painters, but from Them receive: 


They that did juſt Poetic Rules impart, 


Would learn the Tunes of Speech from the dumb Siſter's 
Art. 


Well tir'd, if Pleaſure may be ſaid to tire, 
Muſe, from this gay Variety retire. 


Behold that Room the Nuptial Bed contains, 
With Joys, and Loves, and Smiles, here Hymen reigns ; 
Still on the Bride and Bridegroom may ſhe tend, 
And each new Day to both new Pleaſures ſend. 


* Allading 10 this Line in Mr. Pope's Eſſay en Criticiſm; 
A Raphae! painted and a Vida lung, 


C Lo! 


1 
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Lo! there, by Kne/ler drawn, the Duke is ſeen, 5 

O had I Skill to ſing the Glorious Scene, 7 But on 

In ſuch high Numbers as he ſung the Queen; And it: 

Who ow'd thoſe Honours, that he prais'd in H E R, But ma 

To her wiſe Choice of ſuch a Counſellor ! That n 

His Noble Stature and his Princely Grace, Thou! 

All the Majeſtic Features of his Face, 5 | 

The Poet can't deſcribe, nor Kneller trace; Mui 
Unleſs 


Him, She from Kings deſcended, only She Yet th 


Can paint to future Times in Normanby ; 
Long may he Live, and Propagate the Name, 
He like his Father, and his Heirs the ſame. 
Muſe, ſay what Man our future Peers ſhall ſee, 
If what the Father is, the Son ſhould be. 


That muſt the Province of his Dutcheſs be, 8 


Brave without Raſhneſs, Wiſe without Deceit, 
Conſcious of Worth, without Vain-Glory Great, 
Well-bred exactly, perfectly Sincere, 

To Virtue friendly, and to Vice Severe; 
Thrifty, not Sparing, full of Charity, 2 


Which never is profuſe, but always free, 

ONE, that's / this and More, That Orc is HE: 
For when all Good our Fancies e' er can frame, 

In Compound meets, that Compound's Bucting ham. 


Mauſe, ſtrike that Name from thy Profaning Page, 1 
Thou'lt praiſe his Merit with leſs Vig'rous Rage, * 
Than Merit's ſtabb'd with, in this impious Age. ft 
Ages to come ſhall ſuffer for our Crimes, 

But few ſuch Peers will grace fucceeding Times. 
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That lofty Flower, which in his Garden grows,“ | 
But once an Age in all its Glory blows ; 5 
And its Rare Beauties to few Eyes beſtows: 

But many rolling Centuries muſt be, 

That muſt produce ſo great a Peer as Thee, 5 
Thou Flower of our Prime Nobility ! 


Muſe, a& not unawares again, this Part, 
Unleſs thy Tongue could anſwer to thy Heart; 
Yet then thou could'ſt not equal Praiſe beſtow, 
His Merit is too high above, thy Thoughts too far below: 
Think' thou i Nuſe needs any Praiſe from Thee, 
That gave e'en PArn an Immortality? 9 


* An Aloes Tree which blows bat ence in an Handred Dart. 

+ Alluding to his Grace's Incomparable Poem, calPd, The Te 
LIE of DEATH, Written originally in French, and tranſlate4 by 
him when Marquis of Normanby. His Grace was pleaſed, when 
Mr. Boxp preſented him with chis Poga, to pay him this Com- 
phment, That it won'd laſt mach leger than the BVLLDING. 
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20 a Country Viear 1 

ry Vicar's Daughter, 

Had many uſeful Leſſons taught her; ""_ 

She read the Chapters ev'ry Day, he 
And David's Pſalms by Heart could fay ; (Bey 
Would 'Tis 


ald 


The PARSON's DAUGHTER, 


Would hurry when Bell rung to Pray'rs, 
Ready to break her Neck down Stairs ; 


Nor would be abſent from Confejon, 
At any Mortal's Interceſſion: 

Was caution'd never to be idle, 

But either read or uſe her Needle. 
(Thus was ſhe often told her Duty, 
The old Man knowing her a Beauty 
With little Money, which the more 
Expos'd her to become a Whore.) 


No Pains were ſpar'd to make her good: 


But, ah! how frail is Fleſh and Blood, 
When to the wide World left alone, 
No Will to follow, but its own: 
For tho' ſhe promis'd very fair, 
While underneath her Father“? Care, 
Yet ſhe, as ſoon as Dag was dead, 
Grew weary of her Mxaidenhead ; 
Reſolving trait to be a Bride, 
And taſte of Pleaſures yet untry'd ; 
But ſtil] intends to guard her Honour, 
Whatever Longings are upon her; 
Having been taught, that Fornication 
Is a great Sin, tho' much in Faſhion, 
With this Deſign, to Town ſhe came, 
Where wicked Ne/ly heard her Fame; 
e/ly of all her Sex the worlt; 
Nelly! by Hundreds daily curſt, 
Whom ſhe by Artifice had won, 
To fell themſelves, and be undone. 
(Before we any farther go, 


Tis fit her Character we ſhow.) 
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A Bawd ſhe is of great Renown, 
Well known to ev'ry Rake in Town; 


All Batchelors that uſe her Houſe, 


y have each Night a diff rent Spouſe. 
Without th' intolerable Fetter, 

Of being link'd for Worſe or Better. 
No married Man, but there may find 
Variety, when ſo inclin'd. 


She has a ruby ſhining Face, 
Which ſome may think th' Effect of Grace 
As Moſes when the moſt enlighten'd, 
So much the more his Viſage brighten'd ; 
For ſhe can counterfeit Devotion, 
And of Religion has this Notion, 
'That doubtleſs That muſt be the Beſt, 
Which with moſt Eaſe will make her Bleſt; 
That where Indulgences are given, 
Is ſure the neareſt Way to Heaven. 


Oh ! happy thoſe, who in a Trice, 
Thus free themſelves of ev'ry Vice; 
Can fin afreſh, and run o'Score, 
And reckon for what's paſt no more. 
With Origen ſhe hopes Salvation, 
Believing there is no Damnation; 
But Whores, and Rogues, and Bawds ſhall be 
Bleſſed to all Eternity. 
Small Need ef any Pains and Care, 
Of Watching, Faſting, daily Pray'r, 
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AT ALE 
If ev'ry Sinner, ſpite of Fate, 
Muſt enter at the narrow Gate. 


And tho? becauſe her Deeds are evil, 
She chuſes Darkneſs like a Devil, 
Yet will ſhe light her little“ Sodom, 
On + Tenth of June, from Top to N . 
Wiſhing to ſee the Diſſolution 
Of all our Laws and Conſtitution 
For if this Government ſhould ceaſe, 
She might be ſure to Bawd in Peace ; 
Knowing there would be 1 Toleration 
For Whoring in a Popiſh Nation. 


She loves Sacher rell in her Heart, 
And never fails to take his Part; 
Blindly believes whate'er he ſaid, 
More than the Teftament or Creed; 
Thinks him the Church's beſt Support, 
Tho' Prieſt and Punk care. equal for't. 


x 4 * 
She could prove Pimping was no Shame, 
For S&4þ pimp'd for 42; 
That Inceſt is a trivial Matter, 


Since pious J. careſs'd his Daughter; 
That Whoring is a lawful 'Trade, 

Since ev'ry Thing for Uſe is made; 

And that it can be no Abuſe, 

To put Things. to their proper Uſe. 


Her Houſe ſo call'd for its Wiekedneſs. 

+ Pretender's Birth-day. 

4 Tho reaſon why Women are for the Pretender. 
x &S 
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With Cloe ſoan ſhe got acquainted, 
And all her former Virtues tainted ; 
Taking Advantage of her Want, 

She often to her thus would cant ; 
What, tho' all ſuch as cannot Tarry 
Rather than Burn are bid to Marry, 

Yet if none taſted Love's Delight, 

But thoſe who lawfully come by't, 
Many a Girl might burn to Tinder, 
Before ſhe'd meet a Man would mind her, 
If ſhe'd be nothing but a Wife, 

To have, and hold, during her Life. 

It ſeems but Reaſon good, therefore ; 
Rather than Burn, to play the Whore: 
This Talent to our Sex, kind Heav'n, 
To be made Uſe of, ſure has giv'n. 
Ought not thoſe Ladies then to boaſt, 
That have improved it the molt ; 

Not like a Nun ſhut up in Abby, 
Their Talents in a Napkin lay-by ; 

For doubtleſs, to conceal one's Light 
Under a Buſhel, is not right. 
Then, as St. Paul ſays, (mind the Letter) 
Thoſe who don't marry, do what's better ; 
Which plainly muſt ſome Ad imply, 


1 ſee no Reaſon to deny. 


The Action you will gueſs with Eaſe, 
"Tis in your Pow'r whene' er you pleaſe, 


Then prithee, Cle, be advis'd ; 


© Good Offers ſhould not be deſpis d; 
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A preſent Settlement accept, 
And where's the Harm of being kept ? 

That Norwich Crape and humble Pattin, - 

You'll change for Coach and Gown of Sattin, 

Flounc'd Petticoats, with Heads of Mechlin, 

Fine Fans, a Watch, and other Tackling. 

Ah! why ſhould ſo divine a Creature 

Neglect the choiceſt Gift of Nature ? 


Too eaſy, Cloe quickly proves, 


Perſuaded to the Thing ſhe loves; 

Thought all was Reaſon Nelly ſaid, 

And Folly ftill to live a Maid; 

When ſhe might purchaſe Wealth and Pleaſure 
By parting with an uſeleſs Treaſure; 
She ſoon forgets to ſay her Pray'rs, 
And learns to practiſe Coquet Airs ; 
Hates Sermons, which in former Days 
She lov'd, as Prudes do bawdy Plays; 
Left off the Reading heavy Chapters, 
And only reliſh'd melting Raptures, 
Such as ſhe met with in Romances, 
Where dying Lovers fall in Trances: 
And now upon her Toilet's ſeen 

A Rocheſter, and Aretine ; 

The Work of Ovid's Am'rous Pen 
She reads, admires, and reads again, 
Thinking it would more uſeful prove, 
To ſtudy his ſoft Art of Love, 

Then what dull Patriarchs us'd ta do 
Three or four thouſand Years 280. | 
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She finc 


The gilded Proſpect gay appears, 
And ſeems to promiſe happy Years; And drc 
A thouſand Pleaſures fill her Mind, 
Nor ſees ſhe Want and Shame behind ; Roz 
Conſiders not with how much Haſte Th. 
Her Vouth and blooming Beauty waſte; Not to 
That when the Date of Charms are out, Of fanc 
The Wheel of Fortune turns about, i io 
And thoſe who were at firſt but poor, Rather 
Leaves often lower than before; For ſuc 
Which ſhe at laſt experienc'd true, 1 
(Her happy Days, Alas! were few) 8 Ry. 
Grown pale and thin, with hollow Eyes, O'erflos 
No more her faded Charms entice; 8 
® She in her Summer took no Care 8 
For Age and Wrinkles to prepare; 
Therefore when dropt by keeping Cullies, 
i] Became a Prey to needy Bullies ; | 
And now in Allies Centry ſtands, AT 


1 I | | Jo get her living by her Hands; 

i She lays on Paint as thick as Butter, 
To hide in either Cheek a Gutter, 
Which pinching Poverty and Care, 


Poxes and Time, have fixed there. Straigh 
| 11 She that when Young would bluſh to hear The Te 
| Jl A Word unfit for Maiden Ear, 
1 Will now talk Bawdy with the beſt, From 
11 And fancy every Oath a Jeſt; 
1 | She that was once as as any, For, as 
Now picks a Pocket . a Penny: ö 
And then, to ſilence ſharp Remorſe WBczot! 


For what is paſt, or tear of worſe, And | 


And ; 
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She finds a Way that's moſt effeQual, 
And drowns her Senſes intellectual. 


Mora TL. 
Rom hence let Females learn to ſhun 
Thoſe Wiles which Cloe have undone; 
Not to be fool'd by promis'd Bliſs, 
Of fancy'd Joys, and Happineſs, 
Sin is but ſlightly varniſh'd o'er ; 
Rather be virtuous, tho' poor; 
For ſuch a Wonder's rarely known, 
As, a letud Woman honeſt grown. 

So, when a River's rapid courſe 
O'erflows its Banks with mighty force, 
Then all Endeavours are in vain, 

To turn it to its Bounds again, 


— 


A THOUGHT, on Reading Dr, 
Burnet's Archeology. 


AD Abbau (form'd with ev'ry Grace 
H His Female to ſubdue) 
Straight fall'n to propagate his Race; 

Nor ſuffer'd Eve to view 
The Tempter, and the Tempting Tree, 
We had been Free from Evil; 
From Death all Mankind had been Free, 
And We had Bitthe DEVIL. 
For, as they then were, ſuch the Race, 
Begotten then, had been; 
Bezot! in Innocence and Grace, 


They'd known no Shame or Sin. ; In 


l 
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In nat'ral Walks, unplanted Groves, 
In Parterres, rudely Gay, 
By Night, we'd play'd our ſpotleſs Loves, 
And toy'd the /ive-long Day. 
Spontaneous had the Earth produc'd 
Each Fruit, that Nature yields, 
Nor had poor mortal Brows been us'd 
To Stocat o'er barren Fields. 
But Eve was Curious; ſhe wou'd Taſte 
The Fruit that wasdeny'd ; 
Nor, more than Apam, was in Haſte 
A Wife to make the Bride. 
And ſo they Fill; and Curd they were; 
Curs'd was the Earth and Man, 
And where Eve felt moſt P/eaſure, Tukkx, 
She felt the greateſt Pain. 
Ob Eve! hadſt thou but been at Court, 
Or but at Chursh hadſt been, 
Thou hadſt not thus de/ay'd the Sport, 
Nor had Tnar Sau been Six. 
But let not this weak Man diſmay, 
Nor fill his Head with Fears; 
Of Paradiſe that fing/e Day 
| Begat one thouſand Years. 
Then grieve no more, at our Firft State, 
Millennium's haſt'ning Doom, 
All Bleſſed, Splendid, Laſting, Great, 
Ere long with Joy will come. 
There, ſhall not Eve, again, Tranſgreſs, 
Thence baniſh'd ſhall be Evi; 
Eden ſhall the whole Earth poſſeſs ; 
| Eden! without a DEVIL! 


